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M.F.H. charged him and knocked tailor and pony head over heels.
Nothing daunted however the tailor scrambled on to his beast
again and he and his pony were second in at the death, close at the
heels of the M.F.H.

Charles Lacy said the bag fox had been kept in a dark cellar so
long that he was dazed and half blind when he was turned out.
After they had killed the bag fox they tried for a wild one at
Dolbedwyn, where some poultry had been stolen by a fox.

Saturday, 8 March

At eleven o'clock the dog-cart came for me with the chestnut old
Rocket, and I returned to Clyro.

Amelia Meredith tells me fnat at Llanhollantine people used to
go to the church door at midnight to hear the saints within call
over the names of those who were to die within the year. Also they
heard the sound of the pew doors opening and shutting though no
one was in the church.

Tuesday, n March

To-night was the last Clyro Penny Reading of the season. The
programme was fair but the attendance small, only 14/5 taken at
the door. Charlie Powell had proposed to sing two songs, one per-
fectly unobjectionable and even nice, the other low and coarse. To
the latter I objected strongly, refused to sit by and heai it sung, and
threatened to leave the choir and the platform. Charlie Powell
turned rusty and sulky when I proposed that he should substitute
another song for the objectionable one and refused to sing either.
Not only so, but he tried to raise a disturbance at the Readings by
calling out, romping, and making insulting remarks. John Vaughan
very properly went down the room to the policeman who very
quietly and ignominiously put Master Charlie out of the room and
now Charlie is the laughing stock of the village.

Saturday, 15 March

I caught a chill yesterday in the snow at Emmeline's grave and
tossed all night in a fever.

I had heard that "William Meredith of the Tump just above
Whitty's Mill was very sick, and going to the house I found him
dying. As I sat talking with the dying man and as we knelt round
the bed the tempest shook the old house and roared in the roof so